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of upholding the Princes' skill in arms, left their labours in the city and flocked to the place, till so great was the crowd that it resembled a sea of faces, and the noise thereof, with the sound of many voices, the beatings of drums, the bellowings of conches, was as the noise of an agitated ocean.
Then Drona dressed in white with white locks, white beard, white garlands, and white sandal-paste marking his forehead, entered the lists like as if the Moon itself had appeared by day in an unclouded sky. Next with Yudistra the eldest at their head the puissant Princes entered to the accompaniment of suitable music, and leaping to their milk-white stallions began with dexterity to show their prowess. And the spectators saw with wonder their agility, the symmetry of their bodies, their grace, their calmness of mien, their firm grasp and their familiarity with bows and arrows, mace, spear and javelin, sword and buckler ; so that all of a sudden like the voice of thundering clouds rolling and reverberating, came a roar :
"Well done! Well done!" Whereat the Princes bowed low.
Now after this Duryodana and Bhima, foremost in the use of the mace, began a single combat. Inwardly delighted at the prospect of a fight, they set to work with the fury of mad elephants, circling the lists. And the spectators, swayed by partiality, divided into two parties, one crying, " Success to Duryodana ! " and the other " Success to Bhima!" Now this, stimulating the opponents, encouraged them to greater effort. The fight ceasing to be a trial of skill became one of life and death; until Drona, seeing a sudden uproar like to a troubled ocean, and fearing lest the ire of the assembly should be provoked by the combat, cried aloud:

